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christened ' Pineapple Cottage' because it stands in the midst of a plantation of that fruit, which grows wild here, in the woods. The carpenters are still at work on it, and the tapping of their hammers and the pleasant hum of their voices sound cheerful and homely. Beyond the cottage there is a lime and citron hedge, and behind that again the thick tropical bush, so restfully dark and leafy in this blaze of sunshine; and if you were to step on to the verandah and look to the west, you would see the high mountain under whose shelter we nestle, wooded to the very top, a mass of living green, magnificently verdant. To the south of the house only forest, undulating unending forest, is to be seen. The belt that lies nearest to us is at present being cleared by twenty-five Roman Catholic natives, called here *popies'(!); they root out all the small trees and the undergrowth, and we hope that when they have got on a little further, we may be able to reach the lovely upper waterfall, at present so difficult of access that I cannot attempt to visit it. But there is beauty enough about us, as it is, to content me largely, as I am sure you would agree; though if you were really here and shared our eleven o'clock luncheon, some of its accompaniments might amuse you. For instance, as the flies are troublesome, one of the ' boys/ a fine-looking Tongan, comes in at all our meals armed with a long bunch of reeds to brush theip away; he is nicely